out his hand to him in a very amicable way. Ordynov had
made the acquaintance of Yaroslav Ilyitch just a year before
in quite a casual way, almost in the street. They had so easily
become acquainted, partly by chance and partly through Yaro-
slav Ilyitch's extraordinary propensity for picking up every-
where good-natured, well-bred people, and his preference for
friends of good education whose talents and elegance of be-
haviour made them worthy at least of belonging to good society.
Though Yaroslav Ilyitch had an extremely sweet tenor, yet
even in conversation with his dearest friends there was some-
thing extraordinarily clear, powerful and dominating in the
tone of his voice that would put up with no evasions; it was
perhaps merely due to habit.
"How on earth . . . ?" exclaimed Yaroslav Ilyitch, with an
expression of the most genuine, ecstatic pleasure.
"I am living here."
"Have you lived here long?" Yaroslav Ilyitch continued on
an ascending note. "And I did not know it! Why, we are
neighbours! I am in this quarter now. I came back from
the Ryazan province a month ago. I've caught you, my old
and noble friend!" and Yaroslav Ilyitch laughed in a most
good-natured way. "Sergeyev!" he cried impressively, "wait
for me at Tarasov's, and don't let them touch a sack without
me. And stir up the Olsufyev porter; tell him to come to the
office at once. I shall be there in an hour. . . ."
Hurriedly giving someone this order, the refined Yaroslav
Ilyitch took Ordynov's arm and led him to the nearest
restaurant.
"I shall not be satisfied till we have had a couple of words
alone after such a long separation. Well, what of your doings?"
he pronounced almost reverently, dropping his voice mysteri-
ously. "Working at science, as ever?"
"Yes, as before," answered Ordynov, struck by a bright
idea.
"Splendid, Vassily Mihalitch, splendid!" At this point
Yaroslav Ilyitch pressed Ordynov's hand warmly. "You will
be a credit to the community. God give you luck in your
career. . . . Goodness! how glad I am I met you! How often
I have thought of you, how often I have said; 'Where is he,
our good, noble-hearted, witty Vassily Mihalitch?' "
They engaged a private room.   Yaroslav Ilyitch ordered
lunch, asked for vodka, and looked feelingly at'Ordynov.
"I have read a great deal since I saw you," he began in a